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Vos fapere, et folos aio bene vivere, quorum 

Confpicitur nitidis fundata pecunia Vilis. Hor. 
mete Am forry to have provoked the refent- 
<a ment of many of our prefent poets by 
WA rejecting their compofitions; which, as 
they abounded in high-flown metaphors 
~ and compound epithets, were, I feared, 
too fublime for my humble province of plain profe. I 
have found, that the fame poetical genius, which could 
foar to an Ode, can be whetted to a moft cutting Satire 
againft me and my works: and one in particular has 
poured forth his whole wrath upon me in an Acroffic. 
But I need not offer any apology for laying the following 
Vou. Il, P Verfes 
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Verfes before the public, which may be confidered as 
a fupplement to a former paper on the like fubject. 
The eafy elegance, which runs through the whole, will 
readily diftinguifh them to come from the fame hand, 


that has more than once obliged us in the courfe of 





this undertaking. 


HE wealthy Cit, grown old in trade, 
Now wifhes for the rural fhade; 





And buckles to his one-horfe chair 
Old Dobbin or the founder’d mare ; 
While wedg’d in clofely by his fide 
Sits Madam, his unwieldy bride, 
With ‘Yacky on a ftool before ’em ; 
And out they jog in due decorum. 
Scarce paft the turnpike half a mile, 
How all the country feems to {mile ! 
And as they flowly jog together, 

The Cit commends the road and weather; 
While Madam doats upon the trees, 
And longs for ev'ry houfe fhe fees ; 








Admires its views, its fituation, 
And thus fhe opens her oration. 


“ Wuart fignify the loads of wealth, 
* Without that richeft jewel health? 
Excufe the fondnefs of a wife, 


~ 
a 


Who doats upon your precious life : 


* Such ceafelefs toil, fuch conftant care 


“ Is more than human ftrength can bear, 


“ One 
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“© One may obferve it in your face 
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“© Indeed, my dear, you break apace : 
** And nothing can your health repair, 
** But exercife and country air. 

“ Sir Traffick has a houfe, you know, 
** About a mile from Cheney Row : 

“© He’s a good man, indeed, ’tis true, 

** But not fo warm, my dear, as you: 


* And folks are always apt to fneer- 





** One wou'd not be outdone, my dear.” 


S1Rr Traffick's name fo well apply’d 
Awak’d his brother merchant’s pride ; 
And Thrifty, who had all his life 
Paid utmoft deference to his wife, 
Confefs'd, her arguments had reafon ; 
And by th’ approaching fummer feafon 
Draws a few hundreds from the ftocks, 


And purchafes his Country Box. 


Some three or four mile out of town, 
(An hour's ride will bring you down,) 
He fixes on his choice abode, 
Not half a furlong from the road : 
And fo convenient does it lay, 
The ftages pafs it ev'ry day: 
And then fo fnug, fo mighty pretty, 
To have a houfe fo near the city: 
Take but your places at the Boar, 
You're fet down at the very door. 
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Wett then, fuppofe ’em fix’d at laft, 


White-wafhing, painting, fcrubbing paft ; 


Hugging themfelves in eafe and clover, 


With all the fufs of moving over : 


Lo! a new heap of whims are bred, 


And wanton in my lady’s head. 
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Well, to be fure it muft be own’d 

It is a charming {pot of ground: 

So {weet a diftance for a ride; 

And all about fo countryfied ! 
’Twould come to but a trifling price 
To make it quite a paradife. 

I cannot bear thofe nafty rails, 
Thofe ugly, broken, mouldy pales : 
Suppofe, my dear, inftead of thefe, 
We build a railing all Chinefe. 
Altho’ one hates to be expos’d, 

"Tis difmal to be thus enclos’d. 
Rural retirement d’ye term it? 
Lard, it is living like a hermit. 

One hardly any object fees— 

I wifh you'd fell thofe odious trees: 
*Twould make a much more cheerful fcene: 
I'm tir’d with everlafting green. 
Objects continual pafling by 

Were fomething to amufe the eye: 
But to be pent within the walls, 
One might as well be at St. Pauls. : 


“ Our 
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“ Our houfe beholders would adore, 


«“ Was there a level lawn before; 

“* Nothing its views to incommode, 

“ But quite laid open to the road ; 

«« While ev’ry trav’ler in amaze 

** Should on our little manfion gaze, 
‘* And, pointing to the choice retreat, 
“« Cry, that’s Sir Thrifty’s Country-Seat,” 


No doubt her arguments prevail, 
‘For Madam’s Taste can never fail. 


Buest age! when all men may procure 
The title of a Connoiffeur ; 
When noble and iignoble herd 
Are govern’d by a fingle word ; 
Tho’, like the royal German dames, 
It bears an hundred Chriftian names; 
As Genius, Fancy, Judgment, Goiit, 
‘Whim, Caprice, Ye ne [fai quoi, Virti: 
Which appellations all defcribe 
TasTeE, and the modern ¢afeful tribe, 


Now bricklayers, carpenters, and joiners, 
With Chinefe artifts and defigners, 
Produce their fchemes of alteration, 
To work this wondrous reformation: 
The ufeful dome, which fecret ftood 
Embofom’d in the yew-tree’s wood, 
The trav'ler with amazement fees 
Chang’d to a Temple tout Chinefe, 
Vou. II. 6Q- With 
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With many a bell and tawdry rag on, 


And crefted with a fprawling dragon. 
A wooden arch is bent aftride 

A ditch of water four foot wide, 

With angles, curves, and zigzag lines, 
From Halfpenny’s exact defigns. 

In front a level lawn is feen, 

Without a fhrub upon the green; 
Where Tafte would want its firft great law, 
But for the fkulking fly Ha-Ha; 

By whofe miraculous affiftance 

You gain a profpect two fields diftance. 
And now from’ Hyde-park Corner come 
The Gods of Athens and of Rome. 
Here fquabby Cupids take their places, 
With Venus and the clumfy Graces ; 
Apolla there with aim fo clever 
Stretches his leaden bow for ever.; 

And there, without the pow’r to fly, 
Stands fix’d a tip-toe Mercury. 


Tue Villa thus compleatly grac’d, 
All own, that Thrifty has a Tafte: 
And Madam’s female friends and coufins, 
With Common-Council-Men by dozens, 
Flock ev'ry Sunday to the Seat, 
To ftare about them, and to eat. 
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